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let his teeth gleam in the sun. Across the low undulations
of the moor, figures in blue smocks, some on ponies, some
carrying tools, some with children at their heels, appeared,
vanished and reappeared.
Long silences shared with Lewis steadied and comforted
Julie as words could not have done. Their companionship
before they had become lovers floated into her memory, a
strange companionship in which she had often teased and
provoked him, partly in mischief and partly, though she
had not known it, in defence. He arose from the past as
he had then seemed to her, and such was her power of
accepting illusion that she began to lose herself in the past
and to recover, as though they now came to her for the first
time, ideas and hopes and misgivings which had been hers
more than two years ago; to recover and to experience them
afresh, to perceive as delicious uncertainties questions to
which, in fact, the answer was declared. Her mind was
lightened—perhaps for no more than a fragment of a second
—of its present burdens, and recaptured the brilliance, the
seemingly inviolable isolation, of her first joys—her joy in
his freedom and in her own, her rapturous sense of transla-
tion to a world in which time and consequence were with-
out effect, there being no inhabitants of it but he and she.
Not venturing to look at him, she took his hand, think-
ing: Whatever comes, that ecstasy can never be again; and
they walked on hand in hand until a rise of the ground
brought them within sight of a group of woodmen who
were resting their tools and mopping die sweat from brow
and throat.
During their walk there had hung in the sky before
them, alternately revealed and hidden by folds in the
moors, tufts of smoke like grey wool which appeared not
to move and to change shape but slowly. Now, as they
paused on high ground, they saw that this cloud had be-
come paler and was drifting away in thin, trailing wisps.
"The fire's under," Lewis said, but they went forward for
another couple of miles until they met the Baron returning.
"No great damage," he cried and rode on, beckoning them
to turn and pointing to the western sky where the storm

